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WATERS ETERNAL CYCLE 


The water used by Magdalene 
To bathe the Saviour’s feet, 

In leaping falls can now be seen 
Its cycle to repeat. 


Forever in new form appears 

In stream of long ago 

As sweat of slaves or tide of tears, 
Breath of winter snow. 


The silvered cloud banks looming dark 
Have in our rain-barrel sung, 

Or slapped the boards of Noah’s Ark 
When the earth was young. 


IMMINENT ADVENTURE 


As when a thicket parts new scenes appear 
The panorama of my days unfurled 
Reveals my path leads to a new frontier, 

T realize the wonder of the world. 


Till now I walked with care and downward gaze, 
Advancing but I never dared to run 

Along the dappled roads of light and haze 

As flying clouds brush wings across the sun. 


My future is no longer dim and vast, 

Insistent voices telling me to come 

With firm step on the place built by the past; 
Within the beat of stillness is a hum, 
Excitement round the bend, new trails to climb 
The imminent adventure waits in time. 
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EMULATE THE MOUNTAIN 


When the jet’s roaring flight 
Breaks the still of the night, 

The mountain awakes from his bed, 
And ignoring war 

He talks with a star 

Pulling blankets up over his head. 


And if atoms fell 

In a white mist of hell, 

He’d dig his toes in the sod, 
With his feet on the ground 
And death all around, 

He’d keep his eyes upon God. 





THE BLIZZARD 


With steely knives the blizzard cuts a swath 

And rattles in a rage metallic chains, 

It swallows all the houses in its path 

And licks with tongues of ice their window-panes 
The snowflakes, thick as cotton, tufted high 
While jostled rudely on their downward way. 


Below a blanket from a cotton sky 

Obscure the fallen fir trees where they lay. 
Within the whirling swirling world of white 
No way to tell where earth and heaven meet, 


Or when a blurry day turns blurry night, 
No road ahead, no pathway for our feet. 
The icy fringe which glitters on each branch 
Precedes the deluge and the avalanche. 
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SUDDENLY A FLAMINGO 
Young dawn flushed with dreams, 
Rising from the bed of night 
Tossed off a pink cloud 
Which fluttered earthward to rest; 
Suddenly a flamingo. 


FOOTPRINTS ON THE MOON 
Forward, forward, brave men thrust 
Boots imprinting frozen crust, 

To sink in dust of age untrampled 
Under rocks by wind enameled. 


Hardy pioneers in space 

Sank from sight without a trace, 
Vain-glorious youth gone too far, 

Who thought to conquer moon and star. 


No flag was ever planted there, 

No earth-born’s footprints anywhere; 
As the day began to fade 

Canyons giant footprints made, 


Between the hills and barren field: 

And then God’s voice of thunder pealed, 
While lightning flared out white as noon, 
“These are my footprints on the moon.” 


FULL MOON AT VIETNAM 
Sifting pale beauty, 

Stardust from an angel’s wings 
Over ugliness; 

Light on scarred and barren fields 
Still reflecting Heaven’s hope. 
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THE HOWLING WAVES 
Tonight the hounds are prowling cross the sands, 
When in the dark I hear their muffled cry, 
Impelled by lash to leap upon the lands 
With dripping jaws the pack goes streaming by. 
I hear the moaning wails from frenzied throat 
Relapsing into fearful muttering, 
Their yelps of rage reduced to sobbing note, 
Their squeals of hurt to frightened whimpering; 
Like hounds, the waves grey-pelted, race along. 
Chased on by icy whips of storm that crack 
The howling waves now bay their lonely song; 
Men are today pushed like the raging pack. 
The cringing horde is forced to maddened flight 
Toward unseen shores hid in mysterious night. 





STRANGERS 
‘he world is full of strangers, one by one; 
hough mingled thick as fish in teeming sea, 
Vhile travelling a tread-mill sun to sun, 
No one can share his own identity. 
And though we breathe the very self-same air, 
Each one to live must breathe his very own, 
Must prove himself someway, must do and dare; 
Each one of us must die alone, alone. 
As countless as the galaxies above, 
The lonely crowds we do not understand, 
We try to hide within a house of love, 
To fend off death as lovers hand in hand. 
Though bound to mates and tied by wedding vows, 
We all are strangers in an empty house. 


SNOWFLAKES 
Tiny white lilies 
From the Valley of the Moon, 
Bouquet for the earth 
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SONNET TO OLD AGE 


A brown scrap on a bare bough from a seed 

That marked its place by shaft, green-laced and 
strong 

With pattern set by genes for right or wrong 

To bring forth what it must for Nature’s need. 

Where verdure bloomed in sun with silent speed, 

While flashing robins blessed the tree with song; 

And gold leaves still drift down where they belong 

Again to follow passing seasons’ heed. 

As dark descends on steps of crimson rays, 

A battered fragment clings to lonely reef; 

The stir of springtime, warmth of summer day, 

The poignant hurt of rain, proud blades in sheaf, 

The fires of autumn and the crystal glaze 

Of winter, pressed now in a withered leaf. 


FLIGHT TO THE MOON 


What a man can imagine, a man can do, 

A man dreams in the moonlight, 

Dreams of the moon, 

of flying to the moon 

How fantastic 

The moon! 

That gentle orb floating peacefully in the infinite. 


The moon to be reached, 

Finite fingers assail the firmament, 

Man-made iron feet plunge through moon dust, 

Pictures are taken up close of the far, far away 
moon, 

Of the silver moon. 

Man-made machines return to earth 

Trailing bits of glory. 
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“RUN, ROADRUNNER, RUN.” 
The sun beats down from cloudless sky 
As in the dusty road you lie, 
Do not linger in the sun, 
“Run, Roadrunner, Run.” 


As the traffic rushes by 

A car may strike and then you'll die, 
Or a sniper with a gun, 

“Run, Roadrunner, Run.” 


Although when danger you may spy 
You dart with speed and almost fly, 
Security is never won, 

“Run, Roadrunner, Run.” 


You can’t escape, although you try, 
And no one knows the reason why, 
Someday your life too will be done, 
“Run, Roadrunner, Run.” 


AN UNDERSTANDING HEART 

by Lucile Palmer 

Let’s not condemn until we know, 

For reasons do not always show; 

To understand, to tolerate, 

To sympathize instead of hate, 

It is indeed a lovely art. 

To have an understanding heart. 


ALL THE WORLDS 
A world in a star, 
A whole world in a raindrop 
Or a grain of sand; 
The countless worlds near and far, 
All the worlds we touch and are. 
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THE ENDLESS CHAIN 
The wheel, the spoke, 
Clouds and rain, 

Fire and smoke, 
The link, the chain. 


Garden-flower, 

The year, the day, 
The day, the hour, 
The step, the way. 


Night after day, 
Day after night, 
Light and darkness, 
Darkness, light. 


Blossom and root, 
Apple then seed, 
Seed to fruit, 
Thought to deed. 


Child then man 
To child again, 

In God’s plan 

The endless chain. 


PASSING HOURS 
The hours like swallows 
Fly swiftly toward you and then 
Behind you and gone; 
You can only enjoy them, 
Never hold them as they pass. 


HAIKU TO OLD AGE 
Spring green, autumn’s gold, 
Winter’s crystal glaze all squeezed 
In a withered leaf. 
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MARK TWAIN 
1835-1910 


The first in all America to write 

Of our land from New England to the West, 
The master folk-scribe that an epoch blessed, 
Unrivalled pictures from his pen still bright, 
Tom Sawyer and the fence he painted white. 
The rough strength of the times that he knew best, 
His grasp of life that did more than suggest, 

His tales of river boats still bring delight. 
Young Samuel Clemens learned the river trade, 
And Mark Twain was the river pilot’s call 
Which he adopted for his nom de plume, 
Uneducated, fame and fortune made; 

Immortal now, inspiring to us all, 

In crowded world he carved a spacious room. 


NOT VERY FAR 


Now when you leave me and I know you mean 
The separation for an hour or day, 

My heart beats out the moments, sad or gay, 
Our love linked like a cable in between; 

From heights you murmur to me as you lean 
To kiss Goodbye, “I’ll not be far away.” 

Your parting words are balm meant to allay 
My foolish fears of danger yet unseen. 


And now fears realized, I wait alone, 

I study Heaven for some hopeful sign 

And as I weep and wonder where you are, 
The grief that turned my heart into a stone 
Is rolled away. I feel your hand in mine 
And hear you answer me, “Not very far.” 
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THE COO-COO CLOCK 
It’s the middle of night and the Coo-Coo clock 
Jars me awake like a crowing cock 
Coo-Coo, Coo-Coo! 
Three in the morning and deep in the spell 
Of slumber, I waken the time to tell 
Coo-Coo, Coo-Coo! 
I sit up and hark in the startled dark, 
The bird that awoke me is not a lark, 
Coo-Coo,Coo-Coo! 
I spring to attention, as day creeps in view 
The sound that aroused me 
Coo-Coo, Coo-Coo! 
Apology to Samuel Coleridge 


ANGEL’S FLIGHT 
If this little cable car could talk, 
It would tell of the people who had to walk, 
Who trudged on foot to dig and fill 
To make a road to Bunker Hill; 
Who dragged iron rails on mule back 
To lay this vital railroad track. 
A friend of Lincoln, a man of power, 
His influence felt to this very hour, 
Colonel Eddy worked day and night 
To build his dream, the Angel’s Flight; 
In the City of Angels on the steep incline 
He built the world’s shortest railroad line. 
And. countless millions in their day 
This little car helped on their way 
In the rush of time and traffic’s speed 
It still fulfills a vital need. 
Let’s not dishonor Pioneers 
Who helped to conquer early years: 
Build around and hold it fast, 
This tiny link to a living past. 
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HAPPY NEW YEAR ’68 


Unkempt whiskers, dangling hair, 
Rummage clothes, big feet bare, 
He looks like everything I hate, 
That’s the man of ’68 


Music with a raucous sound 

Loud enough to shake the ground, 
All the children think it’s great, 
That’s the sound of ’68 


Mini-skirts up to the thigh, 

After 20, dames should die, 

Hair like snakes or ironed out straight, 
That’s the style of ’68. 


For some other years I yearn 
When they yell, “Burn, baby, burn. 
Where are we headed at this rate, 
Happy New Year, ’68. 


THE LOST KEY 


While brain unlocks stars, 
Heart, key to the Past is lost; 
Without the lost key 

Still in bondage black men plod 
So near, yet so far from God. 


Future’s key is brain, 

Through the doorway of the stars, 
Heart the key to Past; 

Two keys to unlock man’s cell, 

So near to Heaven lies Hell. 
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NEVER LOST 


The very water that I drink today 

The parched lips of some ancient warrior wet, 

It filled Rebecca’s antique pot of clay 

With water from the well where her friends met. 
The rain from clouds now silver-tipped and dark 
Once coursed through Cleopatra’s veins like wine, 
Or slapped against the boards of Noah’s ark, 

Or filled a buckaneer’s up-tilted stein. 

Through all of time it stays the same amount, 
Though in new forms it constantly appears, 

The dew on summer roses, mothers’ tears, 

Too many miracles of change to count. 

Like water, life, regardless of the cost 

Will be transformed, but it is never lost. 


INSPIRATION 


Desire like spun glass 

Stretched thin over time, weakens, 
Grows brittle with age 

Eventually to crash 

Into bits of broken dreams. 


After night the day, 

After day will come the night, 
After fog the sun; 

After dark will come the light, 
That’s the way the world is run. 


Behind dark walled glass 

A morass of hopeless dreams 
As I fly blindly; 

Suddenly the runway lights, 
I zero in to my goal. 
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VILLANELLE TO ROMANCE 


It was only by chance 
As we sat apart 
That we spoke of Romance 


Though I noted your glance 
Like a Cupid’s dart, 
It was only by chance. 


Red my cheeks did enhance 
When you won my heart 
That we spoke of romance. 


You made no advance, 
Not even a start, 
It was only by chance, 


I was looking askance, 
With love on the mart 
That we spoke of romance. 


We spoke of the dance 
Even talked of Art, 

It was only by chance 
That we spoke of romance. 


CITATIONS 





At the R. P. Consulate General of Consul General 
Holigores on the same occasion presented the Presidents 
medal of outstanding poet and author. April 5, 1965. 


America society of composers and publishers. 
Decorated by me in Centro Scandi. 

Award of Honor to L.A.P.W., Owl News. 

Award of merit, a tribute to poet, author and 
lyricist with international recognition in large 
bronze plaque for musical recordings and per- 
formance at German American music festival Aug. 
1965 and World festival folk music Sarbonne 
University Paris, Jan. 25, 1966. 

Pres. 1964 to 1966 Calif. Pres. Council by Judge 
Yager to my honor. 


Citation as Chaplain and Poet Laureate of April 
16, 1964. 
Award of Merit, March 19, 1968, L.A.P.W. 





1958 N.L.A.P.W. Honor Award 
Citation-State of Calif. Legislature Assembly 


Dr. Amado M. Yuzon gave me Laurel Wreath anv 
medal and citation. 


Diploma and medal of honor C.S. Centro Studi 
E. Scambi Internazionali. 


United Nation’s Day-Philippines 1967 for out- 
standing and dedicated Exponent of Universal 
Peace Goodwell and industry. 
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I started as Karta of Award as a INTERNATION- 
AL “KLOANG” contest as Pioneer Entry. 


Laurel Leaves in beautiful gold laurel wreath, 
also gold medal, citation as poetry award of 
manila Hotel with annual awards from Presi- 
dent E. Marcus and Mayor Antonio J. Villegas 
for exquisite medallion as HONORARY POET 
LAUREATE OF AMERICAN DREAM, WITH 
FOREIGN AWARDEES PROF. RICHARD 
AMOUR, MR. STANTON COBLENTZ, MME. 
RUTH FORBES SHERRY AND MME. LUCILE 
PALMER MCMILLAN ** TONIGHT OF U.N. 
STATES. UNITED POETS LAUREATE INTER- 
NATIONAL. 


20 or more annual citations of winner red, blue, 

green, white and others. 

Hon Awards MASON SONNET BIENNAL 
N.L.A.P.W. 

SUPERIOR COURT AWARD 

BUS. WOMEN’S COUNCIL. 

WINNER OF SONNET SAT. EVE. POST 


OUTSTANDING FOR DISTINGUISHED SERV- 
ICES OF DICTIONARY OF INTERNATIONAL 
BIOGRAPHY. 


GRAND AWARD FRAMED CITATION AS 
POET LAUREATE OF BUS. WOMAN’S COUN- 
CIL CALIF. LEGISLATURE AS ASSEMBLY 
CONCURRENT RESOLUTION, INTRODUCED 
BY MR. DANIELSON, 1963, 1964, and 1965. 
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All lyrics and story lines etc., etc. 
All keep Published songs by Lucile Palmer 
and Records. 
Any list 1st or 2nd last 2 pages of little booklet. 
L. P. McMillan 


All lyrics and story lines by Lucile Palmen—A.S.C.A-P. 
Hotel Lobby 
Lovers In Mars 
Inside The Moon (lyrics only) 
Music by Richard Froeber 


All lyrics and story lines by Lucile Palmern—A.S.C.A.P, 
Singapore 
‘Cat Eye 
Yucca Valley 
Music by Louise Du Val 


All lyrics and story lines by Lucile Palmer—A.S.C.A.P. 
No Use To Cry 
Music by Netta Glass 


Published songs by lyrics—Lucile Palmer—A.S.C.A.P. 
Lyrics by Faith 
Music by Eugene Lundholm 
Sung by Richard Froeber 


Published songs by Lucile Palmen—A.S.C.A.P. 
The Old Miners 
Lyrics by Lucile Palmer 
Musie by Louise Du Val 
Golden West—Published Music 


This America—Lyrics by Lucile Palmer 
Music by Nobel Caine 
Loudwi Publishing Company 


Records: 
I’m A Fool For You 
I Wish That You Would Love Me 
Lyrics by Lucile Palmer 
Music by Louise Du Val 
Sung by Kathy Kersh 
D.E.K. Record 
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Records—A.S.C.A.P. 
The Hangman’s Tree 
Ghost Town 
Lyrics by Lucile Palmer 
Music by Louise Du Val 
Sung by Stann Donn 
Like Young Records 





I Wish They'd Leave The Moon Alone— 
Lyrics by Lucile Palmen—aA.S.C.A.P. 
Music by Louise Du Val 
Song by Bob Grabeau 
Cat Eye—Lyrics by Lucile Palmen—A.S.C.A.P. 
Song by Elliot Carpenter 
Film Town Records 





Records: 
Lyrics by Lucile Palmer 
The Sacramento 
Sung by Stan Donn 
Lyrics by Lucile Palmer 
Music by Louise Du Val 
The Old Miners 
Sung by Stan Donn 
D.E.K. Producer—Del Kacher 
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